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<“FRIV” GIRLS AT EPSOM. 
* Inasmuch as it has been the means of introducing to the racing fraternity the ‘Friv’ firm of bookmakers, Epsom this year has just cause to be proud of its Derby. 
The © Friv’? Bookmakers, as represented by Tottie and Lardi, were an immense success. Unfortunately there are those about who are always striving to prey upon 
the inexperience of their fellow-creatures. Iky Moses is one of those individuals. His attempt, though, to pass off on the girls sundry of his ‘ Sash? notes and 
‘duffing’ suvercigns was nipped in the bud by Poor Pa, who is very keen at penetrating deceit of any sort. Eventually Iky was kicked from the course.”’—Toorsis. 


AFTER THE RACE. ETON BOY BOXERS. 


ee 


THE modern five minutes’ knock-out prize fighter earns 
his laurel wreath more easily than the tough veterans of old, 
and in the good old days of the Fancy, the Noble Art was 
studied far and wide, and even boys have proved to be long 
stayers. 

On March 9th, 1825, George Alexander Wood, eon of 
Colonel Wood, and nephew of the Marquis of Londonderry 
and Alexander Wellesley Leith were tried, at the Ayles- 
bury Assizee, for killing and slaying the Hon, F. Ashley 
Cooper, son of the Karl of Shaftesbury. On Sunday the 
27th of the previous month the Hon, F, A. Cooper, age: 
lifteen, and Mr. Wood, aged seventeen, two scholars at Eton, 
quarrelled and fought in the playground, They were 
then, however, soon separated and agreed to fight it out 
ue next day, when, accordingly, the fatal encounter took 

Mace, 

Many of the scholars were present to witness the battle. 
The combatants stripped at four o'clock in the afternoon 
and began fighting. Wood had the advantage in point of 
strength, but the quickness and precision of Cooper were 
remarkable for one so youn, and he declared he would 
never vive in, 

In the eighth, ninth and tenth rounds he became weak 
and exhausted, and it was then evident he was not ® match 
for Wood, Some of the backers had brought a quantity of 
brandy in bottles into the ticld, and Cooper's second havips 


Curivus peychological effects produced simply by the result of the Derby, 
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poured a portion down his throat, Cooper recovered his wind 
aud strength, : 

The lads continued fighting from four till nearly siz o'clock ; 
and when they were in a state of exhaustion they were pl 
det ween the rounds with brandy, They fought about sizty rounda, 
and at the end of the Inst Cooper fell very heavily upon his head, 
and never spoke afterwards, He was crrried off the ground to his 
lodgings at the house of the Rev. Mr. Knapp by his brothers, who 
were present at the fight. He was put to bed, bur no medical 
resistance was sent for till four hours had clapsed, Shortly after 
the doctor arriced he expired, 4 

Upon examination it was found that he had died from the 
rupture of blood vessels on the brain. 

At the trial, Christopher Teasdale deposed : “TI saw them set-to 
about the hour of four o'clock on Monday afternoon, 1 saw 
repeated blows, during the fight, given to Cooper on different 
arts of the head, I remember in one period of the fight, a severe 

low being given on the temple. The deceased instantly fell, and 
lay on the ground about halfa minute. There were loud shouts 
from Wood's party in consequence of his being the best. 

“It wasa fair tight. [ eaw no unfair advantage taken, A young 
gentloman nitmed Leith seconded the deceased, The deceased's 
spirits were kept up in a most extraordinary manner by Leith 
giving him brandy in the eleventh and subsequent rounds, 1 
remember that before the last round Wood said he wanted to go to 
Mr. Ottery, his tutor, to attend his studies, nu:l he ‘would make it 
up afterwards.’ Leith, Cooper's second, said that as Wood wanted 
to go he would a re to Cooper's party. They on this un:nimously 
cried out, ‘We will have another round, We're in no hurry.’ 

“The lads fought another round, and Cooper, at the conclusion, 
fell from « severe blow, Wood fallin; heavily on him. After the 
round Wood again said, ‘he must ¢o, and he would make it 
up.’ Leith advised him that it should be made up on the cat 
and directly upon this proposition Cooper fell back senseless, 
Wood then walked up to ooper and lifted his head, but the 
witness did not hear him speak.’ 

The guy and coroner, who had visited Mr. Knapp’s house to 
view the boy's body, found the temples, eves, and wpperpart of 
the cheek bones were very black, and there were other external 
marks of violence about the ribs, breast, ete. ce 

The youthful prisoners at the bar pleaded “Not Guilty,” and a 
verdict of “ Not Guilty” was returned, After which they left tho 
court in company with Lord Nugent, Colonel Brown, Sir John 
Dashwood King and several well known persons. 
¢ It was a melancholy thing that this youth, a member of 9 noble 
family, was thus hurried into an untimely grive ; but the memory 
of his British pluck should not die vut. He was every inch a hero! 
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LAITEST FROM ALEXANDRY. 
fiamm a doom boi. thare aint no gettin out of this fite, iamm 
inn trainin. Billium esi stood wilks aa green goosgogs iss g i 
av mi doubts, thay doent seem too blend propper innside, 


(Nert week,“ The Noble Art.”) 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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©.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope large enough tucontain the 
contributions pediat si Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Many thanks for relic, BOLTON ; Jt has found a worthy place. 
Sue them all for slander, BARNEY, You are sure to win the case, 
Sorry that we cannot, TURMUT, Space at preacnt's rather cramped, 
Such a cold reception, JOUNNY, The proceedings rather damped, 
anant fer letter, H. B. BARKER; Glad to hear from you again, 
Much obliged for cutting, RONALD. Thanks for your correction, 
JANE. Very clecer veraca, Mossop, Sorry that awe haren't apace, 
Cannot tell you, THREE-Catb Suanren, Jky alirays has the ace. 
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—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Scrrants on duty excepted ), whe shall happen to mect 
with hisor her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED « copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houayr” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY. SLorer’s HALF-HOLIDAy” is published throughout. the 
United Kingdom erery Wedneaday morning at 9 weleck, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, erpiring at 9 clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. - 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=~ 
Young Sharpshins, Dad, can you explain to me what faith is? 
Old Whar hiae, Faith, my son, isan abnormal power of belief. 
For instance, when your elder brother comes dawn in the morning 
with a black eve and tells me he got it by knocking spaaains the 
ded post in the dark, especially as | know that his bed has no posts, 
if 1 believe him that would be an act of faith, 
ss 


* 
Magistrate, What is your occution? 
Anarchist Prisoner, Van author, : 
Magistrate, Of intlammatory circulars and things, I suppose, 
Anarchist Prisoner. Well, put it that way, if you like; I call it 
light literature, *.° 


VRITANNTA rules the waves, but when 
Sea-siekness is my fate. 
Loften pray, in aneitished tonea, 
That she would rule them straight. 
ss 
a 
Young Wife, Tow is it you stay up so late at night, dear? 
Tlubhy, Oh, it isa habit, dear, - ’ 
Young Wife. And why do:'t you get up earlier in the morning, 


ear! 
Tubby, That is a habit I have not acquired, dear, 


s 

First Amateur Author, Oh, by-the-bye, Scribler, you have been 
sending things in to the pavert for a couple of years now, so of 
course you'll be able to tell me what is the usual procedure when a 
MSS. is accepted by an editor? 

Second Amateur Author (confusedly), I—er—oh, why—er—that 
Lerch Yi, of course—er—I mean—er—er—er—to tell you the truth, 
T don't knoe, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 528.—The “Angling Girl's" Costume 


ane _ 
“Hullo, Bob! looking round for 
sabl the Hon. Boozby Swizzle, Quartz. eh?" “Rather, Jim! I'm 


diaznosing his pimples in the game for half a pint, if you can’t run 
louking-glass, to more.” 


“Good blow will show itself,” 
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Anquatus, Ry heavens! the favonrite’s beaten for a pony! 


Fair One. Why don’t you be grammatical, Gus? 1 presume you mean that 
the favonrite’s beaten by a pony. 


(Saturday, June 9, 1894, 


Club Smokeng- Room, 
First Married Smoker, Very remarkable, these stories "bout 
fellows celling their wives ; do you believe ‘em ? 
Sreond Mar Smoker, Oh, yes ; I don't see anything wonder. 
ful in that. But what I can’t understand isany fellow buying ‘em, 


Lady (to neighbour's little son, who has brought a message), 
you sure that is all your mother said, Willie? 7 a 
Willie (with hesitation), Er—yes ; 1 think so, only— 
Lady. es what, dear! 
Willie. Only if you gave me sixpence, I was sure not to spend 
more'n tuppence in swevts, ee 
s 


“You don't happen to know Carolina, at all, I guess?” asked th 
American visitor (4 the hotel smoking-room. a Can't ae ie 
from your description,” nuswered au English commercial. “What 
is the lady's other name?” *\° : 


Mutual Friend, It really ia shocking, dear, the way in which 
you and your husband quarrel and carry on. 1 wonder you don't 
separate from him, 

Injured Wife. What! goaway and leave him alone to do just as 
he likes? Not me! es 

s 


In days of old the nobles won 
Their rank with sword and spear ; 


But we recruit our peerage now 
From those who a in beer, 


s 
First Darling. Congratulate me, love, I'm going to marry Mr. 
Bullionsax. 
Second Darling. Mr. Bullionsax, dear! why, he's old enough to 
be J Prco§ ndfather. 
iret Darling. Yes, dear, 1 know; and that constitutes one of 
his great attractions—he'll peg out, all the quicker, 


s 
Father of Pupil, My boy will require firm treatment, Dr. Birch- 
ington. He is so infernally conceited that he thinks he kuows 
everything. 
Dr. Birchington, We will soon alter that, my dear sir. After 
three months at my school he'll know that he knows nothing. 


s 

It was at a breach of promise trial, and the rustic defendant was 
under cross-examination, “ Now, tell me, please,” said the counsel, 
sternly, “on the evening of the 16th, when you bade her good-bye, 
did she suffer you to kiss her?” “Well,” said the witness, slowly, 
“1 reckon now I did give her a kiss or two, but there worn't much 
sufferin’ about it.as [ could sev.” Aud even the learned judze 
condescended to smile, *,° 


After Church, 
Jones, 1 shall be glad of my lunch, | feel quite exhausted, 
Funniman, Of course youdo, Most people get played cut after 
service, else where's the goud oft he orgunict! 


s 

School Board Teacher (Kast-cnd), Give moa sentence, Traddttes, 
containing the word month. 

Traddles (promptly). Kighteen months, 

School Beard Teacher. That isu't long enough ; besides, it is not 
a xcntence, 

Traddles. Oh, nin’t it! You'd better try it. My dad's dune it, 
and ‘e says ‘ed rather do two years penal, 

s 


s 
We, Oh, darling. believe me, | would marry you if sou had not a 
shilling in the world. 
She. Indeed, you wouldn't, Mr. Simple: nut under any circum. 
stances whatever. es 
s 


Caur lies bencatha crown, and oft 
The shoe that doth adorn 

The amallest, neatest foot, conceals 
A bunion or acorn, 


Briqqa, Why, what's the matter old chap?) You don't seem 
yourself; you look as if you wanted a change, 
Migga. You've just hit it, Leould manage with change for a fiver 
in my pocket just now, very well. 
se 
s 
THERE'S a tall, fine, young man we wot of, who every morning 
dives off the end of the Brighton pier, °° Why. t 
to do that?” sweetly inquired a lovely : he 
smile of the just. “Why, every morung L prectised falling 
out of bed—into a brandy aud soda,” 
ss 


s 

She (about to pay a risit to the Zoo), Lwish you'd cut me off a 
little of that cake 1 made for you, George, I shall take a bit to give 
to the elephant. 

Ile. Vetter not, dear, do think of the poor thing's digestion ; and 
besides the Socicty for the Prevention of Cruvity to Auimals are 
6o very particular now. ae 

s 
‘irst Pretty Dear (reproachfully), Oh, Dolly, why did you tell 
Mrs, Jones that secret Told you lait nightl - : 

Second Pretty Dear, 1 only did the same as you, dear—! passed 

it on, that's all, aes 
& 


“You should never mistake the shadow for the substance,” a8 
the young man raid on the strong moonlight night when he was 
seen walking on all fours over that lamp-post shadow athwart the 
Oxford Street pavement, “because,” as he said, “To can light my 
threepennish Mekshikan without them confounded fusheesh.” 

so 


s 
’ ae Oh, the audience were fairly carried away by my speech, 
tell you. 
Friend, Ah, indecd ! too overcome to be able to walk, I suppose, 
poor things. se 
s 
IT was a most nthetic tale, 
But, oh! it made me mad, 
When at the end I found ‘twas but 
A patent physic ad, 
Ld 


s 

Young Man, 1 assure you sir, I look forward longingly to the 
union with your daughter. 

Girl's Puther, Ah, well, that’s a candid confession, anyhow. 
She'll certainly bring you there if she's half as extravagaut as lve 
allowed her to be. es 

s 


“You're a downright ass,” shouted an enraged member of the 
audience, as the temperance orator was addressing the meeting. 
“Fie, fie! brother,” retorted the lecturer, quictly, and the inter- 
rupter suddenly remembered an engagement, 

sf 

Browne, You and Robinson seem rather cool to cach other 
lately. What is the difference between you! 

Smythe, Well, to tell you the truth, old chap, it’s five pounds, 
eighteen and sixpence, and at the present rate there doesn't 
appear much prospect of my getting it. 

ee 


Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE ON THE FROLIQUE. 


—_—— 


AcconDING to nyc, orete there were two Phrynes. One of them 
proposed to rebuild Thebes—on con lition that her name should be 


Two of tac Court Officials, 


engraved in large-sized caps upon the walls; an offer which, how- 
ever was refused by the County Council of that period. The other 
Vhryne was brought before another County Council and accused of 
impiety. Most likely she would have been burnt alive had not an 
idea occurred to her at the nick of time. The idea is explained: in 
Icmpriére, and has been made the subject of several oil paintings 
by eminent artists.. Any Mrs. Grundy you may happen to come 
across with will give you the fullest particulars, 

When the Dook Snook was yet a nes and white-faced young 
gentleman, with curly locks (he is still curly, with vacant spaces, 
snd the pink is not always quite as well arranged as it might be), 
he was staying in Paris, and among the penus places of amusement 
he frequented were some gardena, at which the then Young France 
danced and refreshed, and cast sheep's eyes. He says that in 
London at the same time cxisted many casinos and saloons. at 
which were danced, more or less gracefully, the waltz and polka, 
cachues and varsoviana, with now and then the lancers and a 
sober-sided quadrille ; and that, at these French gardens, he found 
the waltzing and polking so / 
alarmingly slow to look on 4 
at that he was despondently 
retiring ‘to refresh when, in 
front of the orchestra shot up 
n board, on which was writ- ; 
ten, Cont re-danse, 

Contre-danae is the French 
for “quadrilles ” only it was 
not danced the same way as 
at the Argyll, Holborn 
Casino, or Cauldwell’s, If 
a have seen es en 
“Air you can possibly form 
some notion of what the 
thing was, only it was more 
so—much, 

At the Empire, in the 
new ballet, we find the 
first scene laid in some gar- 
cena, presumably in or near 
to the Gay City. Hereat is 
the President of a certain 
Tribunal—a sort of French 
County Council perhaps, but 
of that 1 am ndt sure—who 
is out for a holiday on the 
niush,and whois much taken 
by the eccentricities of a 
young lady high-kicker, re- 
joicing in the name of La 

‘rolique. But the authori- 
ties, except when strictly 
éncog., have determined that 
this style of dancing must La Frolique: FLO. LEVEY. 
be put down, and a ser- 
geant, by the name of Pom-Pom, accompanied by a detachment 
of soldiers, arrive upon the scene, and ostentatiously display a 
notice forbidding, henceforth, all high-kicking wickedness. 

La Frolique, seeing this, is uaturaliy more determined than ever 
to kick higher than of yore, and straightway goes and does it. 
Resides which she takes and tears down the official announcement. 
Upon the retarn of Pom-Pom and the soldiers, you may be sure 
ae is the deuceand all to pay, and the frisky Frolique is marched 
vil to prison, 

l’resently we are introduced toa J stag Court of Justice, of which 
Mr. T. E. Ryan is the architect. Here is La Frolique, like Phryne, 
brought to trial, somewhat to the confusion of the President, 
Monsieur gg irs recognises in her the young person with 
whom he had m carrying on the night before. She also 
recognises the now sober and most learned pudee, and slyly shows 
him a ring, “that looked like a ruby,” which he had given her ina 
rish moment. La Frolique is accused of dancing against orders, a 
dance not legally considered the most proper ; and she appeals to 
the President to be allowed to show, by dancing it in Court, that 
nothing could be properer. 

Thus, or thusly, in far away times, Phryne had her judges on 
toast. The President consents, and the lady dances.’ You can 
imagine the effect upon the 
County Councillors, A wild- 
ness seizes on the august 
bods The barristers can 
hardly keep their heads on, 
Mea the police and soldiers’ legs 

Ay run away with them, and 
the spectators are convulsed 
and contortionized. Tho 
whole Court rises and wrig- 
gles and high kicks. The 
law is changed, and I'll bet 
the manager of those merry 
tea gardens will find it to 
be well worth his while to 
pay La Frolique a pretty 
good sum nightly to perform 
on his platform, 

Signorina Malvina Caval- 
lazzi as the giddy President 
is perfectly satisfactory, and 
looks splendid in her scarlet 
robes, Miss Florence Levey 
dances what may be termed 
a drawing-room edition of 
the can-can charmingly. 
Signorina Isabella Bram. 
hilla is also delightful in her 
oriental dance, Mr. Bishop 
is droll as Clerk of the Court 
and Miss Banbury capital 
as the President's wife, for 
the man, I grieve to say, is, 
in spite of his goings on, 
: actually married. 

You ought to see the new ballet,iand for that matter, also the 
Cty Lvight variety show at present on tap at the Empire. 


Mp, Ce pre 


Clerk of the Court: WILL BIsHoP. 
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AWKWARD FOR HIM. 

Com with us, O gentle reader, and cast your mental eye over 
the following scene. 

It is Broad Street Station, observe, and you will see by the dense 
and rapidly increasing number of silk-hatted city men who throng 
the various plitforma that six o'clock has struck, and the busy 
toilers in the courts and alleys of the great metropolis are goin; 
home dutifully to their tea. Anyhow, if they are not, they look 
very like as if they were. 


But we wish you particularly to note the slight, pale-faced young 
fellow with the blonde moustache who is standing close bs the 
bookstall. You will observe the anxious manner . which is 


consulting his watch, and the troubled expression upon his not 
bad-looking face. He has missed an important engagement, you 
say, or his train is so late that he begins to fear he won't have time 
to dress and take his best girl out to see the illuminations at the 
ia "as he promised? Wrong, altogether; you're quite 
out of it. 

See ; his hand seeks his pockct and he slowly edges towards the 
bookstall and casts a furtive look around him, and then, flushing 
scarict, he turns suddenly away, and tries to look as if he derived 
an enthralling interest from the contemplation of an advertise- 
ment of somebody's blacklead. 

Again and again he repeats his mysterious performance, and his 
face grows more troubled as he consults his watch with nervous 
frequency, What is he trying to do, anyway?) Well, gentle reader, 
since you put the question, we'll tell you, just to put you out of 
suspense, 

It's like this, a see, The young mother of his infantile son 
and heir has told him to be sure and not forget to bring her home 
acopy of Buby, but there are those two awfully snappy girls who 
often travel up and down in the same compartment with him, 
standing watching him right against the bookstall. There'll be no 
end of a row if he turns up without the magazine, and the train 
starts in almost another half-minute, but the girls won't take their 
exes off him, and—oh, hang it all! he can't—he daren't go up and 
ask for it, and ——_ Well, you can sce how jolly awkward it is for 
the poor chap, can’t you? 


ee 


A “KETTLE” WANTED. 


It happened at 2 country house, after dinner, By the term 
“after dinner,” the initiated will understand us to mean the cycle 
of years that seems to er between the disappearance of the 
table-cloth and the arrival of the bedroom candlesticks. The 
conversation turned upon the injuries done to sport by the 
iniquitous Ground Game Act, and every man assembled seemed 
ne gd to put the achievement of Ananias and Sapphira into the 
shade. 

“Ah,” remarked the big, fat man with the mecrschaum pipe, “1 
remember the time when ground game was as plentiful in our part 
of Surrey that, as I used to drive along the road to the station of 
& morning, the hares and rabbits were up to the boxes of my dog- 
cart wheels.” 

There was a long and painful pause after this : it was a lead that 
only a brave man could follow. 

“Indeed,” interrupted that brave man—a very small man, too, 
for one xo bold—* well, now, d’you know we think nothing of that 
down in Bucks ; in fact, there's one place down there—belongs to 
the Rothschilds—where, not only do the hares and rabbits come 
up to the boxes of your wheels, but right in the middle of the 
estate there's a salmon pool in which the fish are so thick that 
twice a week sixteen men throw all the old tish out over the land 
to rot in the sun and act 1s mauure.” 


The body presented a terribly bruised appearance, and the skull 
was completely battered in, but the other fellows shared the crime 
amongst them, and the local station-master the following day took 
in for forward ne a heavy iron-bound case addressed to a London 
hospital, marked “Salmon : for the use of the patients.” 


— 


A JEOPARDOUS OCCUPATION. 


Now in our house let every girl 
Forbear to shriek, and screech, and skirl, 
And, fearing dire and deadly per'l, 

Let every boy behave himself. 
Afirighted from our kitchen bower, 
Let tumult and discordance scour, 
Let silence reign for half an hour, 

For father’s gwine to shave himself! 


Let Sarah stand more staid and stiff 
Than tlagstaff on a beeing clitf ; 
Let Samuel sit as mute as if 
He'd hid within the grave himself, 
Let William cease to whirl his top, 
Let mater in her arm-chair drop, 
Let sounds all stop, save sound of strop, 
For father's gwine to shave himself ! 


A soldier bold our dad has been, 

And, when the war raged fierce and keen, 

Then from the cannon's mouth, we ween, 
He would not tly to save himself ; 

And therefore we are much amazed 

That father (for his courage praised) 

Dare let uo slightest sound be raised, 
When father's gwine to shave himself ! 


—_—.——_—_ 


A CRITICAL SITUATION. 


WitH sinking heart I plunged decper and yet deeper into the 
inky blackness of the mighty jungle, the awesome stillness of 
which was only broken by the crackling of the twigs beneath my 
feet, the weird howl of the jackal, and the fierce distant roar of the 
dreaded man-eater in quest of prey. 

Suddenly the brushwood grew less dense, the giant monarchs 
less frequent, and the bright moonlight, shining through the 
trees, lit upa eight that froze my very gore. There, not tive feet 
away, two on either side, stood four strangely wild figures, each 
covering me with a ritle, upon whose gleaming barrel the moon- 
light glinted suggestively, 1 knew them nt once, and my heart 
sunk into the very heels of my boots. Their peculiar style of 
decoration. and entire nbrence of apparel, proclaimed them, to my 
experienced eye, to be warriors of the merciless and much-dread 
Kamtoolikum tribe. 

It was an awful moment, 

Retreat was impossible; to go forward, madness, Another 
moment and all would have been over. The fingers of the savages 
were on the triggers. But even in this deadly pass my presence of 
mind did not desert me. With a hasty but hardly perceptible 
motion, J turned the lever of the pocket musical-box, which had 
formed part of my outfit, and instantly the first strains of “ After 
the Ball” pealed forth from the little instrument. 

The effect was instantancous, At the tirst few notes the warriors 
had relaxed their hold upon their guns; at the fifth bar the 
weapons had fallen from their nerveless hands, and ere the chorus 
was reached they lay squirming in agony upon the ground. With 
relentless purpose LE aguin touched the lever, and the air promptly 
chainged to “ Disy.” It was the finishing stroke. For a moment 
the echovs of the jungle were awakened by the wild, agonized 
cries of the wretched creatures as they struggled in the throes of 
death, Then the sound died slowly away, and [resumed my inter- 
rupted journey, leaving the jackals to make their nightly meal 
upon the lifeless corpses of the savages who had died so hideous a 
death. — Eetract from the two hundred and twrenty-c ighth chapter 
uf the new scrial in the “ Boys’ Oren Blood Thriller, 
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HIS RETURN. 


—~— 

“Goon—good-bye, then. Philip.” 

“Good-bye, my—my darling.” 

The young man takes the girl, unresisting, into his arms, and 
showers fervent, pas- 
sionate kisses upon 
the pretty tear. 
stained face turned 
— pitifully to his, 
Then he tears him- 
self away, and rushes 
blindly from her, not 
daring to look back, 
whilst merciful tears 
come to Mary's relief 
as she sinks upon the 
grass after the agony 
of this cruel parting. 

But it was impera- 
tive. At least, both 
Philip's and Mary's 
parents said so, and 

marents always know - 

terthan their chil. .- 
dren in matters of 
this sort, of course. 
And so Philip Carl- 
ton, having no money 
of his own, and no 
powers of any from , 

is father, with three 
elder brothers in the 
way, went out to 
Africa to make'some 
on his own account. 

He had something 
to work for, certainly, 
and he did work too 
—like a slave. He 
would have none of the townships, Right away in the wilds he 
went, and there he fought for the wealth that was to bring him 
Mary, hoarding every penny greedily, with the glad thought that 
it,brought him yet nearer to his heart's desire. 

Regularly every three months he wrote to and received a letter 
from Mary, that being the limit of the correspondence between 
them prescribed by Mary's father; the old rector giving, as hia 
reason, that they were more likely to grow out of their girl and 
boy passion if, parted as they were, they only heard from each 
other at lengthy intervals, The old man acted for the best, of 
course ; but he was wrong, totally wrong. If he could only have 
known how longingly both looked forward to there lettera, what 
sunshine it threw into 
their lives, he would 
have admitted it. 

Philip's — missives 
were always loving, 
always full of hope; 
and Mary, poor child, 
she tried hard to be 
cheerful, to give him 
courage in the task 
undertaken for her 
xtke. But she found 
it difficult sometimes 
to write brightly, and 
her lover reading 
these letters would 
be filled with a vague, 
undefinable dread, 

Then came __ his 
viece of great, good 
fortune — the good 
fortune that placed 
him suddenly in pos- 
session of more 
wealth than he had 
ever hoped to win. 
Within a fortnight 
he stood upon = the 
deck of a homeward 
bound steamer, look- 
ing out across the 
white - crested _ bil- 
lows, and smilingly 

Tlomewanl bouna, peesucing the joy of 

lary at his unex- 

pected return. He had not written to her. He would be home as 
soon as a letter now, and enjoy the surprise of them all. & 

The people at the little country station failed to recognize 
in the brawny, bronzed traveller the Philip Carlton of three 
years ago. He left hix luggage in the cloak-room, and set out to 
walk home, It was a glorious evening, nud he felt in need of time 
to think—to still the heart that throbbed so wildly at the thought 
of coming joy. . . 

He had ‘arrived at the outskirts of the village now, and as he 
passed the quaint old gate at the entrance to the church, the sound 
of the organ fell faintly upon his ears. He hesitated » moment, 
and then went in; the organist was practising, and the grand, 
solemn music that floated out of the sacred editice seemed to calm 
and soothe him. 

Hesat down upon a 
mound and listened ; 
and, as he listened, his 
soul was filled with a - 
great gladness, The 
full triumphant notes 
of the organ now 
pealing out so jey- 
ously seemed to tind 
responsive echoes in ,, 
his heart, and he 22: 
looked tenderly to- gact 
wards the old ivy- 
covered entrance 

vorch as he thought 
how he and Maury 
would pass under it 
on Sunday to pour 
out their hearts in 
thanks for their re- 
union. 

The organ stops 
suddenly, and Philip 
prrreres to go, when 
his zaze falls upon sv 
tombstone some dis- 
tance away. Itis very 
white, he thinks, and 
®& nameless horror 
chills his blood 2s he 
gazes fascinated upon 
the gleaming marble. 
Suddenly he rises, sui 
with hasty strides, iz standing by a newly-made grave. 

And this inscription is on the tomb: 

In Loving Mnusiony or 


“Good-bye, my darling.” 


tu, 


7: 


His gaze falls upon a tombstone, 


Only daughter of John Maddox, Rector of this pari>h, 
Jie ——, Aged 1, 


“ The Lord gircth and the Lord taketh away.” 


Iso ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, June 9, 1894, 


“(have married a fortune at last, 
dear, althongh, unfortunately, there 
ia a man attached to it. I anmakin: 


y | 

g {| Mermaiden Aunt (off Margate), Marina, you naughty “My dear nephew, don't you feel proud, writing for the THOSE INITIAL LETTERS. stringent efforts to have the latter ' 

{ irl, come back at vnce! Don't you see there are miaagazines and for money, too?” “Oh, yes, Auntie! In First Mash. Ait J. A.M. transferred to a private asylum.”"— 
yentlemen bathing ? always writing for mouey, but I never get any, confound it !" Second Slash, Yes, anil w nice little tart, too, Extract from letter of Youny Lady, 


o* Miss Sloper will be delighted to reeetve photographs from those OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ARTHUR HACKER, Esgq., A.R.A. 
] of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, / 


4} TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS, 


———— — Y, 2 of 
Brsveta tang = ° 
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Some time ago, while A. SLOPER was sitting waiting to interview Mr. Arthur for heaven's sake!" It was that of Mr. Arthur Hacker, who hal entered the studio. 
Hacker in that gentleman's studio, he espiel a black bottle amongst the artixt’s “Yes,” sakl he, after contemplating the discomfited Wreck for some time, “your 
effects; one that might have been taken for the twin brother of that faithful com- Tese suggests an idea;” and this was the origin of the painter's great picture, ‘ 
yaunion of his, reposiny in his coat tail pocket—empty. The day was warm, andl Temptation of >ir Perceval,” in this year's show. “I felt rather faint, Mr. Hacker,” 
A. SLOPER was athirst. ‘The temptation to sample the contente of that black bottle explained A. SLoven, “and T fancied the bottle mizht contain smelling salte, [assure 
was strong on him—raging, as it were, in his thorax, He tric -to look another way ; you T was not dreaming of tasting the contents.” “Lam relieved to hear it, Mr. 
“twas useless, his eye wandercal back, “Sinyvular!" mused he, “how remarkably like + LOPRR; it contains a favourite medium I use—a deadly poison, one drop of which 
mine! Perhaps if I examine it more closely I may discover a difference ; but, ‘pou is fatal.” A man who has just escaped the jaws of death, isn't in a fit state of mini 
my life, from where I sit I cont! almost swear—” and he put forth his hand aml to deliberately interview another, at Icast, so A. SLOPER felt; so, stammering an 
tuok up the black bottle. “Why, 1 declare!” he cried, shaking it, “if there is not exense, he departe:l. —(2) The incident got wind, “ Narrow escape of Mr. SLOPER !” 


No. 42.—Miss Patrik STERN. son gin it! now, I wonder what?” and he held it up to the light and shook it == appeared in the evening papers, and the public bought ‘em like one o'clock.— (::) 
again. “No, I can't make out what it is,” then, suddenly, “there is only one way to Later, A. SLOrRR began to think, why shouldn't he study from the nule? Why 
“My fondest dream's to call sweet Pattie mine.” ascertain, How stupid of me not to think of it before!” and ont came the cork. — vhoulin't Ae shine as a painter of flesh? He put it to Mrs, 8.——(4) “/ will be your 
—The Dook Snook. A. Storer sniffed at that black bottle. “Curious,” said he, “it appears to ben = model |” said she, sternly. A. SLOPE replied, that “he conidn't risk her catchin< 
blending of ‘Hennessy's Three Star’ and my particular weakuesw—‘ Unsweetenel.’ cold." ——(5) The Hon. Billy kindly insistel upon sitting to A. Slwrgn, but Billy, 
“Who would not strive to win so faira prize?” —Lord fob, Shall 1?” as if addressing his umbrella, which rested before him. The handle thongh of sturdy build, is a timid thing, and fanoying someone was coming, tore 
sermed to turn to a likencar of himself, which ay to wink upon him.—(1) He = down one of the Ince window curtains, partly fok it round him, and hid behind 
“Have pity, darting, bid me not despair.” —The Lion, Billy. raised the bottle to his lips—at that momenta voice cried,“ Don't move, Mr. SioPrKn, the door, Of cuurmw, painting from the nude under such circumstances was absurd. 


A NEW BRAND OF “DEW” ARRIVES. 


ff S eae Sey aS 
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~~ 
(1) MeParriteh had said, “Ebler, laldic, bles, labiie, look sharp, duckie! McLung’s gut a sjdemlid new lot o’ whu-ky.” (2) “Stan* hack, stan’ back | we're brim fi" 0° it, an’ the Last drap's gone.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Of course, yon have backed the Prime Minister's gee-gee for the Derby. From information game:—Tlere you are, my poe bold, Some lordly talent now behold :—Ftoniana, with heart 


received direct from Lord Rosebery’s page boy, | understand that the race is all over bar shouting. aad roice, pon the fourth of June rejoice :-—These beautics of the bull dog type, For any wickedness 
Well, Rosebery deserves to win the Derby ; he is as good a sportsman as A, SLOPER himself :—The —oacem quite ripe: — The coaching elub, in Hyde Park meet, Their turn out aould be hard to 
Lord Mayor and the judges gay, Together dined the other day :— Field Marshal Wolseley here you beat —Well, farewell, friends, for the present; fo must rom away now and make my tinal plunge 
sry A good "un, too he ought to be:—The Poloists, in acarch of Jame, Logether met in friendly ow Ladas, before it is tov hate THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AN APT SUGGESTION. 


BEHIND THE SCENES. 
“De you think my skirt at all conspicnous, Ada?” “Yes; 


by its absence, dear. 


WHAT DID HE MEAN? 
Groeer, If you once trie! our old port at 22s. 6d, 
you'd never drink any other, 
Customer, Gad! I think that’s very likely. 


BCBBY's COURTSHIP. 


“Te mine, my love, Relieve me, you will find me f genuine 
tina o! yrvation.” “I know, 

u bi gr aarti placid ‘the master covery “What sort of snit doyon think Pm coing in for 
ar not, dearest; 1 have just rum hin in for being He (thinking of his packet). Tf we dine here, 1 wouldn't alvise you to try champayuec, this summer?” Divorce suit, old man —brilliant 
‘ul disorderly,” 7 She. Well, we can dine here, aud try the champacne somewhere else, yutteru.” 


283 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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We have received numerous inquiries relative to the non-nppear- 
ance of A, SLOPER'S superb colt, Skunk, in the betting for the 
Derby. A visit to 
Tattersall's elicited 
the fact that the ring 
was frightened tolay 
against him, but the 
bookies didn't want 
it generally known, 
A, SLOPER, was, 
however, firmly 
convinced of — his 
horse's ability to 
beat Ladas, or any 
other competitor, 
and like the true 
eportaman he ia, he 
refused to deny the 
knowledge to the 
public. Put your 
shirt on the Skunk 
was his tip, and if 
the dark machina- 
tions of certain 
owners had not 
proved only too suc- 
cessful, the Eminent 
would — unquestion- 
ably have been 
credited with = the 
Blue Riband of the 
Turf, 9 


A PAPER says some of the recent frosts have been very severely 
felt in many of the agricultural districts, M’yes. And some 
theatrical managers we wot of will tell you that the eifcct is not 
contined to the country, *° 


We learn with reference to the Servian difficulties that “there is 
ho prospect of an immediate settlement.” This just expresses the 
financial state of things at Mildew Court, Duns, take notice. 

| ad 


oa 
Tuvs a vegetarian journal: “ Wives who wish to keep their 
husbands in good health and temper should, even if they are 
unable to persuade them to give up flesh altogether, take care that 
the table is supplied with plenty of fresh vegetables.” Mrs, Sloper 
evidently believes in something of the kind, only she won't vary 
the dict. She's always giving the Ancient beans. 
es 


s 

THE Daily Telegraph has been asking its readers whether 
ladies should fish. What a question, Women are born anglers. 
They fish for compliments 
every day of their lives 
nearly, and is not their 
whole existence devoted 
to fishing, oh, socunningly, 
for» husband? — Should 
women fish, indeed! How 
the fair xex must chuckle 
at the idea! 

ed 

THE Queen is mightily 
pleased with her visit to 
Cottonopolis. The Ancient 
Fraud, who accompanied 
her as a guard of honour, | 
declares if he had not: 
accidentally dropped his 
bottle of “ Unsweetened” 
into the Augean stream 
called the Ship Canal, 
through an over-taxed 
state of semi-enthusiasm, 
and thus disinfecting the 
water to an extent, Eng- 
land might now have been 
mourning the loss of a 
Sovercign. 

ae 

Mrs. SLOPER’S first j \ 
ehrimp and muflin tea of 
the season, has been unavoidably postponed in consequence of the 
bursting of the kitchen boiler.» 


WE sce that a Parliamentary Committee is shortly to be appointed 
to inquire into the extensive adulteration of food which is carried 
on. It is to be hoped that the London milk business will come in 
for its proper share of attention. It’s horrible stuff, Bven 
A. SLOPER noticed a rummy flavour about his matutinal half 
tumbler this morning. *.° 


It is quite untrue that wo are about to apply for an injunction 
restraining the Dook Snook from bringing out a journal in 
imitation of Larks! Asn matter of fact, nobody could imitate 
our mammoth comic, and how we produce it for an iusigniticant 
ha‘penny is a mystery even to ourselves, 

es 
= 

Despite adverse criticism and other disadvantages, A Svcicty 

Butterfly scems to have hit the public fancy, and the Opers 

Comique has 
been filled of 
late ina manner 
that must have 
warmed the 
hearts of the 
artistes and im- 
parted a feeling 
of huge satis- 
fuction to those 
responsible for 
the financial 
part of the ven- 
ture. Mrs. 
Langtry has 
seldom played 
better, never, 
indeed, looked 
lovelier; or 
been more 
gxorgeously 
gowned; and 
xhe is very ably 
supported by 2 
enpital com. 
pany in the in- 
terpretation of 
2 by no means 
Dad play, 

se 


s 

THERE have 
been several 
sitles of auto- 
graphs recently at Sotheby's, but competition has not been very 
keen, Evena tilly authenticated letter, requesting the temporary 
lonn of tive bob, and signed A, SLOVER, found absolutely no, 
bidders. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mr. C. R. Brianten is to be congratulated upon the success 
attending his liberal catering. The programme at the Oxford is 
undoubtedly one of the best, and 
will compare favourably with any 
other in London. Besides the chief of 
the talent at presentin the Metro polis, 
we have at this Halla series of Living 
Pictures which are calculated to 
make others of the same description 
look very small indeed, Take our 
alvice and visit the Oxford at the 
first available opportunity, 


s 
THF Antwerp Exhibition is all 
very well in its way, but we are of 
the opinion that the Congo Free 
State Exhibit scarcely appeals tothe 
fair sex. The collection of hideous 
idols mightily interested the Grand 
Old .Fossil, and he says that if 
tronsers were cheaper in Ceutral 
Africa it would be a more ideal 

exhibition, *.° 


TNE Ancient Old Wreck was, we 
regret to say, led into a night of 
dissipation in the Exhibition 
grounds amongst the Arabs—the 
“* Midway Plaisance.” Since he has 
witnessed the contortions of the 
ladies in the “Dance de Ventre, 
Mrs. Sloper has had no rest, 


s 
THE Butterfingered Booser has 
this day been pleased to confer the “Award of Merit” upon 
Frank HEARN, because he's anall-round cricketer, “ Feyther,” 
chortled the Azure-Orbed Wicket-kcep, “I'm glad to see as you've 
recognised Frank's merits with a diplomer at last, as, in my 
opinion, ‘e's fairly iTearnt it.” And it took exactly three three- 

penn'orths to bring the Aged to again. : 


. 

WE believe we are first in the ficld in remarking that the experi- 
ments with Herr Dowe's Loyal pho coat are extremely cuirass, 
N.B.—This joke has been entered at Stationers’ Hall, All rights 
reserved, “9 


A propos of the race of the Majestic and Paris across the Atlantic, 
we are informed by Captain Rendle, the gallant commander of the 
latter liner, that it is a mistake to suppose that he crossed the bows 
of the Majestic in the manner that has been reported. On the 
contrary, he asserts that he sailed Majestically away. Rather 
racy, is it not! *,° 


In spite of the fact that A. SLOPER has been in almost daily 
attendance at the Military Tournament, all the information that 
can be derived from him 
on the merits of the 
show is to the effect 
that the Unsweetened 
on sale at the Agricul- 
tural Hall is excellent, 
We hope next weck to 
be ina position to give 
his opinion on the 
quality of the Scotch 

. whiskey. + 


THE Annual Show of 
the Bull Dog Clubat the 
Aquarium recently, was 
the best for means ears, 
and it is to be hoped 
that all concerned in 
the exhibition were 
satisfied with its suc- 
cess. Some of the gal- 
lant canines on view 
were fearsome looking 
fellows and one with 
more than usually 
bandy legs and blood. 
shot eyes, reminded A, 
SLOPER forcibly of his 
boyhood days, when an 
exasperated farmer 
caught him prigging 
apples, es 


Mrs. Storer is understood to be considerably piqued that the 
organisers of the Grafton Street Show of “ Fair Women" did not 
include the portrait she sent in among the exhibits. Oh jealousy, 
jealousy ! se 

s 


WE are promised a new boy whistler, who has already been 
making 2 sensation in musical circles in New York. We don't 
care for this class of music ourselves, but if proficiency in the art 
consists in being able to drive an average editor crazy well under 
the half-hour, we'll lay six to four our office boy comes out at the 
head of the poll. es 

* 


IN spite of the recent inclement weather we are told the goose- 
berry crop is an abnormal one. Now should the heart of the wily 
manufacturer of thirty-six shilling champagne, extra ace, rejoice. 


ALTHOUGH not an admirer of water asa rule, A. SLOPER must 
admit to being partial to the Water Carnival at Earl's Court 
Exhibition this year. 
The “Chute” business 
has a certain fascina- 
tion for him, It re- 
minds the Old Wreck 
of the time, now many 
years ngo, when he 
shot the Niagara 
rapids perched in a 
sherry cask, with his 
trusty bottle of Un- 
sweetened by his side. 
One of the chief 
features of the carni- 
val is, of course, Cap- 
tain Boyton’s float- 
ing costume, a suit of 
which, the gallant 
Captain has presented 
to the Eminent. A. - 
SLOPER is now 
practising on every - 
week day in Mrs. _ 
Sloper’s rain-water 
tub. On Sundays he 
can be seen disporting 
himself in one of thoss 
ornamental waters = 
which adorn most of & 
our London parks, 


THE shareholders 
of “Constantinople” have just met together to hear a very roseate 
report from Mr, Hart. Someone amongst the audience asked what 
they were going to do for a dividend, ‘Oh, limp here’ in June,” 
was Mr, Hart's sage reply. 


(Saturday, June 9, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


4 CALENDAR POR TUB WeEK ENDING 16TH JuNR, 1894, 
—— 


10th June, 1667.—“To London,” says Evelyn, this ¢ 
“alarm'd by the Dutch who have fallen on our feats at Chatea 
by a most audacious enterprise, entering the very river with port 
of their flecte, doing us not only dixgrace but incredible mischi«fe 
in burning severall of our best men of warr lying ut auker and 
moor'd there and all this thro’ our unaccountable negligence.” 


11th June 1819.—Thomas Moore, under this date, records in 
his diary: “ Dined at : alarge party of God knows who; but 
all the women seemed selected as foils to his pretty wife. Smit) 
of the ‘ Rejected Addresses’ one of the party, and was rather amusin ‘ 
at dinner, Gave me a riddle of his own: ‘How would you spell 
the Archipelago with three letters /—.Egean Sea, iz., e, g and ¢,.” 


12th June, 1890.—At West Hartlepool Mortuary this dar, 
the attendant, who was laying out the body of a supposed youti. 
tliscovered it to be that of a woman who, under the name of H:an- 
srandt, had shipped as an apprentice on board the barque Jda, of 
Pensacola, She was killed by a fall into the hold," 


18th June, 1890.—At Stockton-on-Tees Police Court this 
day, « joiner was charged with stealing £200 worth of books, the 
property of William Frankland, bookseller. The prisoner rented 
room above Mr, Frankland’s warehouse, and gained access to the 
warehouse by cutting a hole in the floor. gr is alleged that he 
stole nbout 1500 books, some of which were rare and valuab!e, and 
disposed of them through the medium of auctioneers in the district, 


14th June, 1889.—This curious advertisement is clipped from 
a Weymouth pper of this date: “ Hospital for Umbrellas. Patients 
with broken ribs, dislocated joints, ete., should be taken without 
delay to the Le ee where they will receive prompt and skilful 
attention. The house surgeon may be consulted daily, (Sundays 
excepted), Admission from 8 a.m. till 8 p.m. Advice gratis, 
Hospital ; 99, St. Mary Street. hs he ten Surgeon: H. Russell, 
Re-covering and repairs of all kinds executed with despatch, 
Orders by post will receive prompt attention. A choice and 
extensive assortment of Walking Sticks and Canes kept in stock.” 


15th June, 1677.—ly the Fisheries (Oyster, Crab, and 
Lobster) Act, a close time for “ Deep-Oysters” is fixed from 
the above date to dth August: and for all other kinds of oysters 
from Mth May to 4th August. This Act applica to England and 
Scotland, but not toTreland. [t is stated that oysters ten inches 
long are found in New Guinea. 


16th June, 1743.—The battle of Dettingen, hetween tle 
Auglo-Hanoverian and the French army under Marshal Noailles, 
was the last battle in which a King of England took a personal 
share, In one of the actions following this battle, (he Scots Greys 
cut up the French gens d'armes so as to put them out of the tieli, 
Some time after the peace, at a review, George I. turned to the 
French ambassador and asked him his opinion of the regiment, 
udding that they were the best troops in the world. The 
ambassador asked: “Has your majesty never seen the gens 


@armes?” “No,” replied the king, “but my Greys have.” 


—— ee 


POOR DEAR! 


“On, maiden fair, beyond compare, 
1 prithce tell me why, please, 
“The reason of your saddened mien, 
And why you groan and sigh, plesise?” 


She maide retort, “ A hat 1 bought, 
Of fashions giddy height it; 

And now my bosom friend has been 
And got another like it.” 


AT THE CHURCH CONCERT. 
LITTLE Mabel, aged seven, looked into her papn’s face and 


ed: 

“What is that lady doing on the platform, papal” 

“She is singing 2» Old Madrid, dear.” 

“What's old Madrid, papa?” 

“Oh, 2 lovely place, hundreds of milea away. to which, if che 
lady would go, and start at once, everybody in the audicnce would 
chip in a bit towards her fare.” 

“ But no one can hear what she gays, pay.” 

“No, my darling; that is because that young gentleman with 
the long hair and the pimples on his forehead, who is sitting at the 
ea wants us all to realise that he has quite aa much tu du with 

t ns the young lady, and therefore he plays his loudest.” 

“ Tut he is not playing the same tune.” 

“That is nuxe he is improvising—putting in little bits here 
and there that the poor ignorant composer never thought of.” 

“ Ought he to play so loud that we can’t hear the lady sing?” 

“Oh, yes, I think so—of two evils choose the lesser, you know— 5 
besides, he does not want us to forget that he is there.’ 

“* And what is it all done for, papa?” 

“It is done, my dear, to enable the Rev. Mr. Chasuble to have a 
new set of stops put to the organ iu St. Peter's.” 

“Why is Mr. Chasuble smiling?” 

“He is smiling because he has made a mental calculation of the 
‘money’ that is in the ‘ house ’—that is to say, the money value of 
the tickets represented by the people here—and he sees that there 
will be enough spondulicks left over, after. paying for the new 
vet pe’ stops, to enable him to ‘do’ the Henley week respect- 
ably. 

* But is that not very wicked of him, papa?” 

“Very, and yet it is a kind of wickedness that has its compen- 
sations,” 

“But do the people enjoy it, papa?” 

“Not in the Jeast. dear.” 

“Then why did the people come?” 

“Firstly because Mr. Chasuble had printed on the top of the 
tickets, ‘It is more blexsed to give than to receive,’ and secondly, 
because he will some day marry the Hon, Henrietta Hearteup, auil 
give jolly garden parties with live swella and real ices.” 

“To which he will invite all thuse who have bought tickets 
to-night?” 

“They imagine so, but in reality, he will drop them with the 
kame promptitude thut that poor little boy, out in the strect ou @, 
Lord Mayor's Day, put down the penny that Uncle Lenry heated 
on the fire shovel.” 


as 


——_.—_——_— 


FACT, REALLY! 

TUE telephone is indeed brought nowadays to perfection. Poor 
ALLY! he had had only half a score of Unsweeteneds when he 
went to the Sloperies to ask, per_speaking-tube, the latest news on 
"Change. Would you believe it, but the clerk at the other ond of 
the wire, a contirmed total abstainer, was in less than half a minute 
blind, paais se, and awful; and the office cat, a helpless wreck 
from alcohulic pneumonia? Those tclephones carry everything tv 
a hair's breath—J mcan, ALLY's breath, 


—_—_—_.s—_- — 


Ewery Wlodnesday. KTwopence. 


JUDY. 
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MAN’S FELLOW-CONSPIRATOR. = 
referring to the cub strike, a contemporary sagely remarks woman 
eee buy as the Vase accomplice of San, in keplng him out late of nixhta,) 
2 CaBBY. Bu 
mum, what's this 
(Looking at evin.) 
Tue ETERNAL 
FEMININE, 
Don't talk to me! 
How dare 7” 


“izle gumbe D> argue, cabby 
( = ime le?) For, bear in mind, 
Jey pase your conduct is 
weanpce of undoubtedly 

m7 most shabby. 
CABBY. But—— 

Tue E. F. 

It isn’t that you go 
on strike, for that 


1 reckon stub- 


era, 
CaBBY. Yes; 


ut—— 

Tus ¥. F. 

Sir, don’t ue ! 
It in fit an 
should be cub- 
less ! 

You cabmen are 
accomplices with 


men who lounge 
in clubland, 
ty bit bs them from waiting wives—in fact, from proper 
“hub "-han 
Canby. But, marm, this fare— 
Tuk ETERNAL FEMININE, 
Don’t talk to me, you fiend ! don't be presuming ! 
Man's nefarious accomplice, who— 

Canby. Great Scot! of all the blooming — 

(Drices of, TUE ETERNAL FEMININE is left speaking. 
——— 
AN EMBARRASSING MISTAKE. 

Tun smart sporting commercial gentleman stepped briskly into 
the compartnent, settled himself comfortably ins corner, pecred 
through the dim uncertain light at the other occupant, and re- 
marked cheerfully that it was a cold night for June, 
Hix fellow-paseenger assented, but his voice was almost lost in 

of the train which was fast gathering speed, nnd the 
reial gentleman, after a vain attempt to peruse an evening 
by the flickering light, put away his glasses, and once more 

d himeelf to his companion, 
ou don’t mind smoking, I hope, sir,” he asked, as he drew 
v bulging ci axe, “all the proper cars are full up.” 

was the low voiced response, 

“Oh, thanks,” he answered, lighting up a weed of British manu. 
ieture, and emitting a few preliminary pulls of suffocating smoke 
y fish set , fellow-passenger coughing violeutly, “er—p'raps, 
on Jom me 
* N-oo, thanks,” was 
be answer; “L—Dm 
ota smoker.” 

“Oh!” sail the 
! “not got the 
tonceh for it, eh?” 

There was no reply, 
wl after filling the 
onpartment with the 
oxions vapours, the 
ommereial again 
ited the conver. 


ce Courts been 
retty busy lately,” he 
tasty Cases some 
hem too, eh?” 

~Yes—or—that * 


ou haven't? 
you—you have missed a treat. Why, there was one extra 
in which the co-respondent had actually had—. 
hy, t's the matter?) Is my cigar upsetting you?” 
Kcr his companion had suddenly gone off into a most violent fit 
coughing, and only recovered when the commercial gentleman 
ted that patting on the back was one of the best cures, 
w tae * 1 was saying,” he continued, “the co-respoudent 
wally had—"” 
Yes—yes,” nervously interrupted the other 
1 the case: very interesting—very. Ha, ha! 
t was somewhat a hysterical Inugh, and the bagman looked? 
iously towards his companion for u moment, ere he said : 
Hlumph! I thought you ssid you hadn't read it?) D'ye know, 
reminds me ray much of a tale I heard the other day. No 
‘tly the sort of thing a man could tell his wife, but deuced 
uy. It's like this, young fellow was staying at a country 
l where—— Why, hullo! you're not getting our here, surely 7” 
or the train at that moment ran into a station, and the com- 
1 e commercial’s fellow-traveller, seizing railway rag and 
hurriedly, and sprung upon the platform. 
full light of a atation Iamp shone upon the slight retreating 
Mas the commercial gazed after it through his glasses, and then 


i, “T remember—I 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
ALLA LALMER. 
EX Is it the power of Love 
‘7 That, from within thy throat 
L, (So snowy in its tenderness) 
Distils the liquid slenderness 
Which, mingling with thy 


voice 
And softening every note, 
Leaves him who hears no 
choice 
But to tremble and rejoice? 


Is it the power of Love 
That yields unto thine eyes 
(Those cyes that shine so 
deucedly Fe 
Transparently, pellucidly) 
The moist, warm, wistful blaze 
Which deep within them 


lies, 
And dazes us who gaze 
With worshipful amaze? 


Is it the power of Love 
That makes thee thus bo- 
witching! 
Then tell me not, I pray thee, 
His name who so0 can sway 


thee, 
: For fear I lose my head, 
via And brain and hand go itch- 


ing 
To strike my rival dead, 
And mould thee in his stead ! 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 


Navey’s Hut, BALLAMENA, LONAN, 
IsLE oy MAN, May 25th, 1894. 
DearStorer,—I trust you will not be vexed at mesending youthe 
inclosed stone, We are cutting through a mountain to make a road 
and some 20 feet from the surface I picked the stone up. It looked 
so much like your photo we get in your paper. I send it for you 
to put amongst your curios, Yours respectfully, 
W. WALLACE. 
Pinas should like if you will let me know what you think of the 
one, 


oe 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 221.—Ilz Casts SHeepP’s Eyres aT THE CARLISLE 
KEYRESHMENT Room, 


IN a first-class car of the midnight train 
From St. Pancras to merry Carlisle 

Seven stylish Johnnies their seats had ta‘en, 
And among them the Foasilized File, 

And the train had scarce from the station steamed 
Ere two packs of cards came forth, 

And with greed of gain great orbits gleamed, 

And with spite or delight strong voices screamed, 

And the carriage with chunks of excitement teemed, 
As the rapid express ran North. 


When the stakes are bobs, and the game is nap., 
Much cash one may lose or gain : 

And when ALLY arrove at Carlisle—poor chap !— 
He gazed from the train with pain 

At the bar of the regal refreshment room, 
But that room he not entered in. 

And the look on his face was a look of gloom, 

And the sound of his groan was the thunder’s boom ; 

For, till reaching Perth, he had never a bloom- 
Ing cent for a draught of gin! 


But, ere reaching Perth, came a smile of mirth 
In the place of that look of woe. 

“ All my readers shall hear of this night's carecr, 
And I'll bet that their tears will tlow 

To think that a cardsharping gang did yank 
All his brass from the poor old chap ; 

And thea Vl explain, when their tears grow rank, 

How my ultimate peuny I down did plank 

For my fare to Perth ere I left St. Panc., 
So Lxapped wiile the rest played nap.” 

——_.————— 


AN AWFUL BLUNDER. 

STRANGE, weird, and wonderfal doings are related in’ the 
Twinkler day by day, and yet, curious to say, the bright youns 
reporters of that enterprising mg come across shoals of even stranger 
things that they do not always write about. For instance, one of 
their young men, who is familiarly known as “ Trousers” in the 
bars of Fleet Street, met with a little experience the other day that 
was even trying to his nerves—and he'd devoted the greater portion 
of his life to the requirements of society, in the way of reporting its 
doings. There was going to be a Grand Derby Night Dance at. 
very swagger mansion in the Kennington Park Road, and as the 
decorations and general fixings up were to be something out of the 
ordinary it was thought advisable, by the getter-up of the festi- 
vity, to write and ask that» Zicinkler man might be sent down 
before the event to take a few notes and pipe off things, The 
ay ety ameeany fancy Pell elton told “Trousers” olf to go and 

0 it. 

Now, owing to one or two calls he had to mnke on the way, it 
was perhaps nearly seven in the evening before * Trousers” arrived 
at the Kennington Park Road. He was received, rather haughtily 
he thought, by the greengrocer, disguised as a butler, who told him, 
to his surprise, that Miss —— had been waiting tor him for almost 
an hour. He mumbled out something about being exceedingly 
sorry, but meekly followed, and was led into what appeared to be 
nyoung lady's boudoir. All sorts of things were lying about—high- 
heeled shoes, bows of ribbon, and bits of lace, combs, scent-bottles, 
and ivory-backed hair-brushes, and goodness and Truefitt only 
knows what else; and, while he was exanining several pairs of 
curling-tongs, and was being almost suffocated by the unknown 
smell of methylated spirits, the door was suddenly thrown open 
and the young Ikidy of the house, in 9 diaphanous wrapper an 
dishevelled hair, pounced upon him and said : 

* How awfully late vou are—you'll never have me ready in time ; 
however, come along.” 

With bewilderment in his eyes,and a great dread of the unknown 
hanging over him like the sword of Damocles, he gazed ut the 
awect girl with mixcd feelings of curiosity, admiration, and amaze. 
ment. She walked up toa chair that stood in front of a mirror, 
rat herself down, anv threw a dainty pink-striped linen cloth over 
her alabaster shoulders, 

“Now then,” enid she, “get a start on you, for oe sake. I 
Mera it frizzed round the front and bunched up behind, @ /a May 

ohe, 

“['m—I'm—I'm—af-fraid I~I—I——" 

“Can't do that?) Oh! what a duffer you are! Well, then, L 
must have it in a penny bon, like Letty Lind. But do start!” 

“Hang it all!” he blurted ont, in desperation, “I’m not a hnir- 
dee, ,but a descriptive writer, and I've come to describe 
things ! 

With a loud yell that resounded and re-echoed in the gas-globes, 
the fair maiden sweoned away, and fell with her head ina wine- 
cooler, and two minutes later “Trousers” was being booted down 
the front steps by the disguised greengrocer. 


———_.—_-_-— 


SIN AND DEATH. 
AS years went out, and as years came in, 
I hobanobbed, I hobanobbed, 
With a fiend whose face had a fair, false grin— 
Whose sneer was 9 smile that my soul could win: 
Aud I wist that the name of the fiend was Sin, 
Of the fiend with whom I hobanobbed. 


With a ghoul that was ghastly and gaunt and grim 
1 hobanobbed, 1 hobanobbed. 

And 1 gazed, amaged, till my eyes grew dim, 

At the tleshless bone and the creaking limb: 

And | wist that Death was the name of him, 
Of the ghoul with whom I hobanobbed. 


“ Forsake, forsake the fiend with whom 
Thou'st hobanobhed, thou'st hobanobbed, 
Or away,” quoth Death, “to the dreary tomb!” 
And I cried, “ Avert me this awful doom, 
And never again shall my heart tind room 
For the tiend with whom I hobanobbed 


So Death passed on, and the new life caine : 
And I hobanob, I hobanob, 

With a fiend who my body and soul can claim, 

And | weep with sorrow, I blush for shame, 

But my weakness masters me all the same, 
And with fair-faced Sin I hobanob! 


> 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Otp Father Time docsn't believe in the * Dead March in Saul.” 
ale he's always been used to playing the “Dead March in 
April. 

mM Co(£)-Partner : “Old Joe” of the Star, 

CAN a servant bearing a decanter of brandy on a tray be fined: 
for “carrying on the drink ¢rayed” without a licence? 
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HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


— 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Jack Trevor had his big think out. Nota pleasant think, by 
any means. Twist the situation as he might, he saw no way out of 
the mess in which 
he found himself ; 
a mess into which 
he never for a mo- 
ment thought of 
involving Clotilde 
Haycroft. It was 
bitter to think 
that he must give 
up all thoughts of 
the woman he 
loved, but to Jack 
Trevor's English 
mind there was no 
other way out of 
thedifticulty. He 
must, however, 
bid her farewell. 
He could not 
brook the iden x 
of drifting away 
out of sight with- 
out letting her 
know of the rea- 
sous for his disap- 
pearance. Ile 
could not bear 
the idea that she 
should think 
badly ofhim, She 
must know that 
difficulties barred 
the way to their 
further acquaint. 
ance, It would be a bitter ordeal, but it must be fearlessly faced. 

Jack Trevor, on his arrival at Richmond, found Lady Montacute 
and her daughter had gone to London on a shopping expedition, 
and Clotilde was left alone. The bright smile which illumined her 
face, while it assured him that he was welcome, seemed to deepen 
the gloom which o’erspread his own solemn countenance, 

“Why have you been so long away, Jack, and why are you look- 
ing xo gloomy /" said Clotilde, frankly. 

“IT have been long away, because I have had bad news ; I looked 
gloomy because I come to bid you farewell.” 

“ Farewell, Jack,” said Clotilde, with ill-disgnised tremor, 

“Yes, farewell, I have resulved to go once again to Africa, 
few I may never return.” 

“What is the reason for this sudden resolve?” said Clotilde, as 
she faced round 
to Jack with a 
look of keen in- 
terest flashing 
: from her eyes, 

“1 fear to tell 
you — fear that 
you will in your 
heart despise me. 
Though we are to 
na I would 
oudly hope that 
1 would retain 

our respect, at 
east, if Daim not 
worthy of a 
higher feeling.” 

© You have my 
respect,” said Clo- 
tilde; “ perhaps 
nt present it will 
be better not to 
sperk of any 
higher feeling. 
Tell, me, a8 you 
would a sister.” 

“1 will,” said 
Jack. 

Jack had told 
Clotilde before of 
his adventures, 
but he had not 
made entirely a 
clean breast of it. 
Now he told her all—of his mad_ dissipation when the news of his 
xvod fortune came to him, of the illness that overtook him, of 
the marriage while he was still delirious, of Hardcole’s threats, 
of mecting the guardian of the girl in London, and of his determina. 
tion to leave the country. It was a clean breast at last, and at its 
conclusion he feared to lift his eyes to witnexs the contempt which 
he was sure must be expressed inthe looks of the woman he loved. 

“But all that is no reason to leave this country,” said Clotilde, 

“It is not the country I tlee from,” suid Jack. “1 tee from you! 

“From me?” said Clotilde. 

“Yes, from you. IT have never spoken out before, but I must 
now. I love yon, Clotilde—have loved you since the tirst time I 
raw you. I could not bear to be in your company, knowing, as 1 
now know, that there is this fatal Set to our marriage.” 

“Our marriage?" 
said Clotilde, with a 
demure smile. 

“Pardon me, Clo- 
tilde, if Lhavespoken 
too quickly and used 
the word * marriage.’ 
I know I have given 
vou cause for offence; 
sut I have thought 
you were not indif- 
erent to me.” 

“Well, Jack, T sup- 
pose I may confess 
that you were not 
indifferent to me.” 


Clotikle was left alone. 


“TI come to bid you farewell.” 


“Could IT have 
hoped that, under 
happier — circum. 


stances, I might have 
been more to you?” 

“Yes, Jack, you 
might,” 

“Will you ever for- 
give me? I should 
not ask these ques. 
tions,but lam leaving 
for ever, and the 
knowledge that you 
do not hate me— 
might even have 
loved me—will cheer 
me when I am far 
ite from you.” 

“Yes, Jack, leounld 
have loved you—did love you—would have married you, but for 
one thing——” 

“ And that is?” said Jack, as she hesitated. 

“That I have a husband already,” said Clotilde, 


(To be concluded nect wreck.) 


fic told her all. 
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A NEW BOOK. 


SAAR 


NE 
“Gathered Weeds.” Ly the Author of “Scattered 
Flowers.” 


, 
No, 363,--Mn. WILLIAM Lioyp, F.O.8, 

“We have plaswe in prescuting to our readers the above 
excellent likeness of the champion shaver, Mr. William Lloyd, 
whose fame as a razor wiehler is great aml all enduring. Our 
hero was born in the usual manner, and though it can hardly 
be said that at first he exhibited any marked leaning towards 
the calling he now adorns, it is on record that he was frequently 
peta iesace ag on A aiecte! A Latlecrs Ieee Tompous Individual (in the midst of a betting controrersy). Yes, tir: 1 am a self-made individual. Hildometparoka gnome gga Malt an} 
ness for a then popular song, dealing with the mishaps of a Scion of the Aristoeracy, 1 am ylad to hear that. I should be sorry to hear that any other of my tcllow by my watch, for a scraggy chop, I'm uot likely to \ 
certain Tiddley Winks, whilst performing tonsorial operations creatures bad a hand iu your conctructivu, forget, young man ! 


upon the person of his male parent. At the aye of twelve he 
very nears y ora aneoris bre ounce bere by tt slight eet 

whilst shaving him wi the en olge of a sardine tin. a 

little affair caused him to be shunted on to the work to look cut A FLA G RANT Cc A S E. 
for himself, and, apprenticing himself to a local hair-lresser, he 
rapidly acquired that dextrous facility in the art of casy shaving 
which has won him fame. Chiefly becanse he’s a champion 
pimple skipper he was create] P.O.S,, aml the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to hit January 6th, bsv4."-—Debrett Jimproved, 

t z 


Matilda Ann, OW! T love theatres au! music halls! 
Blasé Roud (aged 14). Ah! if you'd been about town all your 
life, you'd get pretty sick of ‘em, I can tell you. 


(1) Afr. Spoonbate (taking a lesson in cel-spearing). Well, and what do I do next? somebody sets some vally on ‘im, too. Hu comes !——(5) “Wot? Yer been an’ 
Bil Sn (the ichthyoloyical expert). Woy, yer ‘olls'im like this ‘ere, and takes an’ —s speared a jack ? Lapa to the law an’ the ince of Parliament! In the close season 
jabs ‘im down as ‘ard as like, right in the galt at the bottom. That's yer sort, an'all! Yer ought to know better.—(6) “No, guv'nor, 1 wouldn't ‘a’ thonht it 
inister 1—((2) “Jumpin’ Ginger ! wot's the bloomin cockney up to “now ?"——(3) of yer. If I'd knowed as I was a-takin' a poacher—a downright poacher, mind yer !— 
ation pahhg yf op ecohornggh Lay hero ie = it right! — ?” Mr: | rn = — in A ‘ard-workin’ lawr-abidin' botp—— Well, there, it'll be my dooty to 

. gle, guogle, running awa-a-ay with me !—(4) i ve inf'mation agin yer, an’ git yer twenty years ‘and labour, if yer dou't fork ut 
Snagys, Well, I suppose I ‘ave to pull ‘im hout, ‘rclse I sha'n't gitno pay. P'r'aps —_arf a quid, sharp, to make things dquare betwiat us!" sa BERN ES 


THE IMMORTAL—ILLUSTRATED, GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. SCARCELY TOOTHSOME. 


Jimmee. Ain't it a lark! Shall I put one o° my sweets iuto ‘is 
month ? 

Tilda, Cowrse not, stoopid! Don't yer kuow ‘e likes “ Va 
sweetened " best ? 


HAD HIM THERE. 
Curiouseminded Rarter, Scuse w_sir, tut don’t you fairl your 
nose a tride inconvenicnt for self-shaving ? 
‘ Customer, Ow the coutrary; 1 find it eatremely handy as a 
} razor strop. “Thus bad bezins and worse remains behind.” 
; 


“Why don’t you have a new set of tevth like Thave got?) Dassure 
you, | handly know myself now.” “lla! what a comlurt that 1 
incan (hey—inust be!" 
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